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OBBIE had been quite naughty and cranky all! that 
rainy, dismal Saturday afternoon. To be shut in the 
house when his active young body craved out-of-door- 
exercise, was not to his liking, and his fretting soon had 
his busy mother grieving over the naughtiness her son 
was displaying. At length, despairing of finding any- 
thing with which to amuse himself, he flung himself 
down on the couch in the living room and gave vent to 
his displeasure in angry sobs. Just as his crying 

had died down to mere whimpers, he felt a light tap on his shoulder; 

opening his eyes, he beheld an aged man sitting by his side. 

“Who are you?” Bobbie asked in sudden alarm. 

“Don’t be frightened, son,”’ said the old gentleman with a grand- 
fatherly smile that restored Bobbie’s courage. “I’m only Old Man 
Experience, a teacher by profession. Usually, I visit the older people, 
but I saw your grief today and felt so sorry for you that I decided to 
come and give you a lesson.” 

“I don’t want to study,” said Bobbie crossly. ‘“‘I get enough of 
that at school, and I want to have some fun on Saturday. But, shucks! 
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who could have any fun when it rains all the time, and you have to stay 
cooped up in the house like a baby >” 

“T don’t teach from books,” gently replied Old Man Experience. 
“The lesson I want you to learn today is to see everything through the 

golden haze of happiness, so you may enjoy yourself, no matter how 
ciheae the day happens to be. Shall we try it? I never attempt to 
teach any one against his will, you know. It is only when a person is 
willing to receive the benefits I can give, that I lend my help.” 

“T’m willing to try it, sir,” said Bobbie, eagerly. ‘“Anything is 
better than sitting here watching that miserable old rain spattering 
down. I’m sorry I was so cross at you. I’m not usually so cranky, 
but because I cannot go out and play today, I’m not quite myself.” 

“T should hope not,” laughingly replied the old man, “for you 
certainly were in a terrible frame of mind. Our little lesson this after- 
noon will cure you, I’m sure, of your cranky moods. 

“Here is a pair of shoes that I want you to try on, just for fun,” 
he continued, holding up a tiny pair of worn-out boots. “‘Let’s see 
how they’ll feel on your feet.” 

““They’re too small,” objected Bobbie. ‘They'll never fit me. 
Besides, the shoes I’ve got on are almost new and look a whole lot 
better than those old, shabby things.” 

“They'll fit you all right, lad, for they are the magic shoes of 
happiness. A great many people claim that they were not made for 
them and that they will not fit, but if they really make an effort to 
wear them, they find that they slip on without any difficulty. Shall we 
see if we can get them on your feet?” 

“Sure, I'll try anything once,” said Bobbie, who was beginning 
to become interested in the mysterious proceedings. 

“*There is one question I want to ask you first, Bobbie,”’ said the 
old fellow. “What do you see, now, when you look out of the 
window 

Bobbie gazed through the —o pane directly above the couch, 
and his face took on an expression of despair as he replied, “I see dark, 
gloomy, old clouds, and mud puddles, and a robin with its feathers all 
soaked, and the horrid old rain drizzling down on everything. Oh! 
it’s so nasty outside!” he ended with a wail. 

“All right, sonny boy,” said Old Man Experience. “‘Now, 
come on let’s try our little experiment. Put off your nice new shoes 
and put these on.” 

“They pinch my feet,” complained Bobbie, as he struggled to 
carry out the old gentleman’s request. “T just know I'll never be able 
to get them on.’ 

“Surely you can, if you try hard enough,” reproved his com- 
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panion. “You've been wearing the shoes of discontent for so long 
that you will have to make an effort to change to the magic shoes of 
happiness, but if you will exert yourself a little, you will succeed.” 


“**T don’t teach from books,’ gently replied Old Man Experience.” 


Bobbie worked quite manfully at his task, and his efforts were 
finally crowned with the success that the old man had predicted. The 
moment he finished lacing the shoes his face began to undergo a won- 
derful change. His pouting lips curved up into a smile, his dull, life- 
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less eyes flashed a sparkle of joy from their depths, and he looked 
little like the boy who had been fretful a short time before. 

““Now peep out of the window and tell me what you see,” re- 
quested Old Man Experience. 

“T see the thirsty blades of grass drinking in the raindrops!” said 
Bobbie happily. “I see the drooping flowers lifting up their heads. I 
see a robin hopping about under Mother Nature’s shower bath, and I 
see God’s life-giving rain pouring new strength into every growing 
thing. It’s great fun to stand here and watch it rain!” 

“Shall we take off the old shabby shoes and put your new ones 
back on?” questioned Old Man Experience, with a twinkle in his eye. 

“No! No!” begged Bobbie. “I want to keep these! It’s so 
much nicer to feel happy than to be cranky and cross. I know now 
that I can have lots of fun, no matter what the weather is like.” 

“There is no need for you to sacrifice your new shoes for a 
shabby pair, in order to be happy,” replied his friend. “Happiness 
never means sacrifice. It is one of Christ’s greatest gifts. It is given 
to all who will accept it, and nothing is demanded in return except a 
clear conscience and a love for all of Christ’s living things. Any pair 
of shoes that you wear may become the shoes of happiness, if you so 
desire. I am going to tell you a happy thought affirmation. I want 
you to say it after me, and then you can put your new shoes back on, 
knowing that they have the same virtue as the ones you are taking off. 
So repeat these words after me: 

““The magic shoes of happiness will lead me to where I shall see 
only the bright and joyous side of life. They will lead my footsteps 
over sunlit hills of contentment, while those who do not wear them will 
plod through the valley of despair. They will swiftly outrun any pur- 
suing shadows of doubt and gloom, and carry me along the highway 
that leads to the kingdom of Christ.” 

Bobbie awoke from a sound sleep with a start, just as Old Man 
Experience disappeared through the door. Bobbie hastily sprang from 
the couch and ran into the kitchen where his mother was busily engaged 
with her baking. 

“O Mother!” he shouted, throwing both arms around her and 
giving her a big hug, “the most wonderful thing just happened to me! 
Old Man Experience was here, and put on my feet the magic shoes 
of happiness, and I’m never going to be cross or cranky again as long 
as I live. It’s so much nicer to be this way!” 

Bobbie’s mother looked puzzled for only a minute, and then she 
gathered him close in her arms and said, 

““Mother is so thankful.” 


Somehow, mothers always understand. 
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OMEHOW, when February comes along, we natur- 
ally begin to look forward to the springtime, when we 
can enjoy the spring air and growing things again. 
That is, we who live where there is winter. Not that 
winter is bad at all, but that there is something about 
the springtime that just makes everybody love it and 
look forward to it. To me it is better than Christ- 

$ mas, or birthdays, or any of those other events which 
oie us pleasure, because springtime lasts for many, many days, and 
has so many wonderful things for us. 

Before the things start to grow, though, there is something we al- 
ways look for,—and how many of you know what it is? Birds, of 
course! And how perfectly welcome they are, and how glad we are 
to see them! When we see our first robin in the spring, we are very 
joyous, because we know that he is a prophet of balmy days to come. 
Then come the other birds,—lots of them. Each one tells us that 
those days we love so much are growing closer and closer, until ere 
long we stretch ourselves like the ground hog and come out of the 
winter quarters and clothes, to enjoy all that the spring has to give. 

There is something about the birds and the springtime which re- 
minds me of myself and others I have known. Many times we go 
through experiences in which things do not seem to go just right. All 
the world seems cold and everything sort of “frozen up.’ It seems 
quite hard, sometimes impossible, to get just what we think we should 
have,—all the same as being frozen up, isn’t it? But after awhile 
things begin to thaw out, and we again have hope that they will all 
work out. This little hope is just like the robin in spring; it is a prophet 
that tells us what is coming. Sometimes it is not quite a hope yet, but 
just a wish, and even the wish is the same kind of a prophet, only some- 
times its prophecy is a little farther off. It is like a little poem I read 
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t somewhere, and | do not remember now who wrote it. Here it is, and 
: perhaps some one can tell you who wrote it: 


“Of course I love all of the birds.” 
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Whatever you want, if you wish for it long, 
With constant yearning and ceaseless desire, 

If your wish soars upward on wings so strong 
That they never grow languid, never tire; 

Why, over the storm clouds and out of the dark, 
It will come flying some day to you, 

As the dove with the olive branch flew to the ark, 


And the wish you've been dreaming, it will come true. 


Just as all the other birds follow the robin, just so do all hopeful 
and pleasant thoughts follow every wish that “soars upward” and 
is connected with that growing something in us that makes us every 
day more and more like our highest and best ideals. So you can see 
that it is up to us to have just the kind of thoughts that tell about the 
coming of things we really want. 

I suppose that each one of you has your favorite bird—one that 
you like better than all the rest,—one that you like to watch better than 
the others. Well, that is true of me, and I am going to tell you about 
my favorite bird. Of course I love all of the birds, and there isn’t a 
single one but what I like to see and talk with. Each bird has a 
different story to tell, and each story is very interesting; but the story 
that the redbird tells to me is the one that interests me most. Now, it 
slipped out before I had meant to tell you, but the redbird is really my 
favorite bird. To have a favorite does not mean that you love the rest 
of the birds less, but it really makes you love all of them more. 

The redbird is not the first, nor is he the last one to come in the 
spring. He appears along with the rest. Sometimes he is very quiet, 
and sometimes (when clear on top of the highest branches of a tree) he 
sings so loudly that every one may hear him. This is quite like we are, 
too, isn’t it? Our highest ideal may not always be the first to appear, 
neither is it the last. It comes in the process of our growth, and some 
day we realize that we do have a great central ideal in life, and then 
we are so glad to set about developing it and growing into it. Then, 
too, sometimes it is quite out of sight and silent, and again it is very clear 
and makes itself very evident in everything we do. However, after 
you have once seen.a redbird you never forget him, and when you have 
once seen a great ideal for yourself, you can never quite forget it. The 
very thought of the ideal is encouraging, even though the ideal itself 
may not be in sight. 

Now, to tell you just what I want to tell you about the redbird, 
I will have to give his other, or real, name. In books they call him the 
“cardinal,” and | think that is a very nice name, don’t you? Cardinal 
means red, and it also means something else. If you will look in the 
dictionary, you will find that cardinal means a bird, a color, and some- 
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thing “of fundamental importance.” So you see that it means not only 
a bird or a color, but something that is more important than anything 
else. Now perhaps you begin to guess why the redbird means so much 
to me. Of course. It is the symbol of something in my life that is 
more important than anything else. To me the one thing in life that is 
more important than anything else, is to be conscious all the time of the 
Spirit of God as it works in and through the very center of our being to 
give us health, strength, love, and wisdom. No matter how things 
get mixed up in the world outside of us, if we can always turn to that 
wonderful Spirit inside of us, we can find a way to straighten them out, 


“The redbird sings to cheer you.” 

and if we rely upon this Spirit all the time, it will keep us from be- 
coming confused. E:very wish, when we keep it in harmony with that 
Something inside of us, will work itself out in just the right way. We 
cannot always, at present, know just which is the best way, but if we 
listen properly and carefully enough, we will be shown. Our first 
great big wish should be to become really conscious of the Spirit of 
God within us until we know just what it would have us do and what 
it would give to us. 
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When we find the Spirit of God in us and always try to find out 
what it makes us feel about everything, there will be many wonderful 
things come to us to make us happy and to make other people happy, 
too. Nothing is really important in life unless it comes out of the Spirit 
of God, and everything that does come out of God is just as important 
as God himself, and is necessary to fulfill the will of God. Things 
that come out of God always find a complete and perfect expression, 
and there is never any doubt or worry about them. 

So you see that the redbird is the symbol of that which is most 
important in life; it is the prophet of all the good things in your life 
and mine. When things are bright and going just as you think they 
should, the redbird’s call is an expression of his rejoicing with you. 
When things do not look so bright, his song is to encourage you. If 
things ever look very, very dark, and you just don’t know what to do, 
the red bird sings to cheer you up and tell you that beyond the dark- 
ness is the light which you seek, the fulfillment of your heart’s desire, 
the promise of God that every good thing is yours. 

Now you will forgive me for doing all the talking this time, but 
I just wanted to tell you my little story about the redbird, so that when- 
ever you see him, hear him, or even think of him, he will come to mean 
to you just what he means to me, and he will help you to know that 
when you rely upon God, everything will turn out in the way that will 
make you and every one else the happiest. 


LESSONS FOR_; 
ENTS 


BN THOUGHT-WORDS 


Does your school teach you how to model in clay? Have you 
ever gone out into the road or garden after a rain, and made mud pies, 
dishes, figures of animals > 

Of course you have either modeled in clay or made mud pies. 
Either is equally good fun, and either has.in it more of a lesson than 
we have been thinking about. 

In the first place, the clay or mud is soft; soft enough to be put 
into any shape that you want it to take. In the second place, you 
yourself, with your own hands directed by your own wishes, make a 
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certain kind of shape. You may choose to make a plate, a vase, or the 
figure of a dog. In the third place, after the object is made, you put it 
some place where the clay or mud dries, and then you can play with 
it without making dents in it with your fingers. 

In fact, the hardness of the dry plate or vase or Simee, is the 
largest part of the whole lesson that we are now going to get out of this 
kind of play. 

After the drying takes place, if you want to use the clay or mud 
to form a different kind of piece, you have to break up the piece you 
first made and moisten the bits with water. Then, with much work 
and waiting, you get your clay or mud into a way that will let you 
make the plate over into a vase, the vase over into the figure of a dog, 
or the figure of the dog over into a plate. 

What I wish you to remember is this: 

It is easy to make the clay or mud into any shape you wish, but 
after the piece has dried, it takes much work and waiting to change the 
piece into another piece. 

d now I am going to tell you how you are doing a certain 
kind of modeling all the time. This kind of modeling is much more 
important than that which you do with clay or mud. For this model- 
ing makes not plates, vases, or dog figures; it makes you. It molds 
your life, so that you will grow up to be a valuable man or woman. 
It molds your body, so that it will be always healthy and beautiful. 

In this modeling, the material we use in place of clay or mud, is 
Substance. When we use the word, Substance, we mean the rich, 
beautiful stuff which God uses in making his worlds and also in making 
the Image-Likeness, about which you will learn in our next lesson. 
We cannot see this Substance itself, but we can see its forms. Some 
of its forms are flowers, stars, human beings. 

When we model in Substance our thoughts and our words are 
the hands we use in making Substance into different shapes. Thoughts 
and words are so nearly the same that we can give them the name 
Thought-W ord. 

With our Thought-Word we take hold of Substance and make 
it into shapes, as I said before. It is very important that we remember 
this, for all the places to which we shall go, all the things which we 
shall do, the kind of men and women which we are, depend upon the 
way we shape Substance by our Thought-Word. 

The Thought-Word Health models Substance into strong, 
healthy, beautiful bodies. After we have used this Thought-Word, 
Substance becomes firm in us in the shape of health. And it will keep 
the shape of health unless we break down that shape and use our 
Thought-Word to model sickness. But remember, if the Thought- 
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Word has been modeling sickness, we can surely break up that shape 
and use the Substance to make a shape of health and strength. 


We can make all the beautiful, useful shapes which we may care 
tohave. We can break up any shape and make its Substance over into 
any other shape. We can make, unmake, and remake, by using the 
true Thought-Word. Here are some true Thought-Words for us to 
use in modeling our lives: 

God's life in me is my life. 

God’s wisdom in me is my wisdom. 

God's health in me is my health. 


Whatever we need to have we can have by modeling Substance 


by our Thought- Word. 


Whatever we wish others to have we can help them to have by 
using our Thought-Word for them, just as we would take hold and 
help a playmate shape the clay for a plate, if he did not know how 
to do it alone. 

- LESSON EXERCISE 


Tell how the Thought-Word acts for us. 


KINDNESS TO ALL 


Sent by Marian Jeanne Garwood (Age 7) 


In summer days, so happy, 

A cheerful little chappy 

Dancing in the warm sun 

Gladness brings to every one, 

Saying in a sweet tone, “Oh! what fun!” 


I think if we knew this always, 
We would never despair; 

That where there’s love and kindness, 
This big, round world is fair. 


We want to scatter brightness 
Every day and every night; 
To teach that humble, kind deeds 

Are really big and bright. 


12 WEE WISDOM 


The PROMISE, 


= SARAH HC PROTZMAN 


EATING 


Chapter Four 
(=>) UNBEAMS seemed to be darting everywhere and to 


be beckoning the travelers to resume their journey. 
And Promies were tumbling over one another in their 
eagerness to have Mother Love place a shining yellow 
light beside the golden one. 

Margaret put her hand expectantly to her own wait- 
ing bosom, and then she remembered that she alone 
had the power to make her yellow light shine. 

“What is the name of our new light, Mother 
Love>”’ she timidly asked. 

“The light of hope, my child,” came the sweet rejoinder. ‘““You 
must travel by its brightness, to find the beautiful green one that is 
yours. 

As she spoke, Mother Love disappeared from view, and Mar- 
garet cried out in dismay, “Come back, Mother Love, come back!” 

“Oh! she wouldn’t have left us if it were not perfectly safe,” 
explained a Promie. “I know that she is just trying to help you re- 
member, so that your yellow light can shine again. si 

““Yes, you are to take care of us, Margaret,” said another Promie. 

“You are to take us to the land of Growing Things.” 

“But I don’t—” faltered the child, and then she stopped. It 
would never do to tell them that she did not know the way. So she 
said, 


“My, aren’t you Promies afraid to be trusted to a litlte girl like 

me?” 
“No,” they answered, “for the Great Grower and Mother Love 

would not have left us with you if it were not safe.” 

“But what if I did not know the way? Doesn’t it give you a 
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little worry >”’ asked Margaret, just to see if the Promies were not a — 
bit anxious, also. 

““What is ‘worry’>” asked the puzzled Promies. “Have you a 
worry light? And will the Great Grower give us one?” 

“Oh! no! no! no!” cried the Promise Girl. “It isn’t a light. 
Lights are beautiful. It’s something that isn’t nice. It keeps lights 
from shining, I’m afraid,” she said, slowly. 

“Well, you had better throw it right away, or you will make the 
Great Grower and. Mother Love sorry,” came the quick reply. 

Then Margaret felt ashamed. Would she never learn not to 
doubt? Resolving just to trust until the way was made clear before 
her, she cried, 

“Be patient, dear little Promies, for I'll take good care of you. 
And I hope we'll be in the land of Growing Things, very, very soon.” 

When she said the word “hope,” it acted like magic. A yellow 
sunbeam now glittered on her breast beside her golden light, and the 
road stretched invitingly before them. 

The Promies were on their feet in an instant. They ran on 
ahead and joyously tried to trample on one another’s shadows, as the 
light turned this way, and that. 

All went well until the Promies, one by one, sat down to rest. 

““‘We are tired, and we want our dinner, Margaret,” they said, 
expectantly. 

Margaret looked at them in dismay. What should she do? 
Mother Love was gone, and so were the shells. There was nothing to 
eat, and there was not a pod in sight for them to rest in. 

“Come, let’s go a little farther,” she coaxed. 

The Promies looked aggrieved. ‘““We want our dinner, now,” 
they insisted. 

Margaret’s heart sank within her, and everything became strange- 
ly dark. Something was wrong. She did not know what it was until 
the Promies, pointing reproachful fingers at her, cried, “Oh! Rain- 
bow Girl, you’ve let worry put your lights out!” 

The earth child burst into tears, as she cried, “J don’t care. / 
don’t know what to do. You all want your dinner and Mother Love 
has taken the shells, and there isn’t even a pod for you to rest in.” 

““But ask the Great Provider for what we need,” said a little 
Promie, softly. “Flowers can’t help themselves, either. They trust 
and look up, and He feeds them the sunshine and the soft rains. And 
He loves us even better than He loves them.” 

Margaret was filled with contrition as she realized that again she 
had been depending upon herself instead of upon the Giver of all 
Good Gifts. Why, he was more wonderful than the fairies she loved 
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to read about. And if he cared enough for Promies to give them 
dear Mother Love and the wonderful lights, he never meant for them 
to stay hungry. Her being was filled with calm assurance, as she 
turned to the little Promies. “In a short time, dears,” she said, “you 
shall have your dinner, and a downy resting place.” 

The lights that shone from her breast were now more brilliant 
than ever before. The Promies tugged and twisted, until at last they 
impelled her to turn around, and she found that back of her was a 
field of wondrous, yellow flowers. Bees were busily carrying some- 
thing from the gleaming cups. 

“Drink!”’ cried the Promise Girl to the Promies, who had gath- 
ered trustingly around her. “Drink! For the Great Provider has 
prepared us a feast.” 

As she spoke the whole country was flooded with a soft green 
light. And she knew from the burning on her breast that green rays 


gleamed beside the yellow ones. The Faithland had been reached. 
(To be continued.) 


A BIRTHDAY BOX 


G. TREAT 


“Oh! Mother,” scolded Mary, who was to be nine the very next 
day, “I just can’t stand to have to stare at that awful looking little 
birthday box; I am beginning to wonder even if there could be any- 
thing nice in the old thing, it is so awfully ugly on the outside.” 

Mrs. Grey didn’t look up from her sewing, but said quietly, 

“Mary, just think of all the little girls in this world who haven’t 
even an ugly little box to look at on their birthdays. If you will come 
and sit on my lap, I will tell you a story.” 

So she began: “There was once on a time three sisters. I will 
not give them names, but will call them first second and third. The 
first sister was beautiful, very beautiful, but her soul was bad, for all 
she had looks. Her box had a beautiful hand painted cover but the 
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lining was of a very ugly and dirty material. The second sister was 
not so beautiful, but had a very cute, expressionless face. She had no 
vim, no ambition of any sort, and had a very lazy, good for nothing 
character. Her box was carved beautifully, but had no color to it 
whatsoever. Inside, the torn lining had never been finished, and had 
only a few strands of cloth scattered here and there. But the third 
sister was very different. She was not pretty, but very plain and 
simple, and her character was beautiful and her ambition strong. Her 
box was plain, no painting, no carving, no framing, just a plain brown 
box, but inside this plain box was a binding of silk and lace. None of 
these boxes were empty, Mary; they were all full, right up to the top. 
But the first two were filled with sticks and stones, and the third one 
was filled with everything you would like. And now, do you feel 
better about your little box >” 

Without a word, Mary got off her mother’s lap, and kissing her 
mother and the little box good-night, she crept softly up the stairs to 
bed. I think, even though we do not know just what was inside of 
Mary’s birthday box, or what sort of a lining it had, we may guess at 
‘Mary’s happiness on opening it the next day. 


THE MAGIC RING 
Retold by IpREs WILLIAMS (Age 9) 


Once there was a king so brave and kind that every one called 
him the good ruler. One day he was out walking and he heard the 
sound of horns and horses’ feet. Then he saw men, and that they 
were running a poor little rabbit. The frightened creature jumped 
into the king’s arms, and he sent the men back and gave the rabbit to 
his servants and told them to give it their best care. 

One day there stood before him in his palace a fairy who said, 
“My name is Fairy Truth. I was the rabbit, and you saved my life. 
You are a good ruler, indeed, and I will be your friend for the rest of 
your life. You may ask what you will, and I will grant your wish.” 

The king replied, “I ask nothing for myself, but I have a son who 
is dearer to me than any one else. The greatest wish of my life is that 
he be happy.” 

“Shall I make him the handsomest prince in the world?” 

“No, I do not ask that,” said the king. 

“Well, do you want him the richest prince in the world?” 

“That will not make him happy.” 

“Do you want him the greatest power in the world?” 

“Oh! no! Goodness! that will not make him happy.” 
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“There is no better gift than goodness,” said the fairy, “but I 
cannot make him good. I will promise to watch over him, and when he 
does wrong I will punish him. More I cannot do” 

Not long after this the prince became the king. Fairy Truth 
came and stood before him, as she had once stood before his father. 
She said, 

“T have brought you a magic ring. It will prick your finger 
every time you do wrong. 

One day some evil companions wanted him to do wrong. The 
ring pricked his finger again and again, until at last he threw it down. 

“Now,” he said, “I shall be happy once more, for I can do as 
I please.” 

From that time he grew more wicked every day. No one loved 
him, and even his bad companions cared only for his money. One 
day he saw a poor girl picking up sticks for a fire. The prince saw 
that she was beautiful and asked her to be queen of the country. 

““‘Why, you are not good like your father. I do not want to be 
oe queen because you are so wicked, and you would not make me 

appy. 

Then the prince ordered his soldiers to put the girl into prison. 

No sooner was this done than there was a noise like thunder and 
Fairy Truth stood before him, and she was no longer kind. She 
changed him into an ugly beast who ran in the forest, very angry. 
Soon he fell into a trap and the hunters came and put him into a cage. 
His keeper was not kind to him, but one day when a tiger was about to 
eat the man, the prince killed the tiger. Then the prince turned into a 
dog, and he was carried to the queen. One day he saw a little child 
that was almost dead, and he put it at her feet. Then he changed into 
a dove, and he flew off to where the girl was in prison. The girl said, 

“Will you stay with me?” and he said he would, and he turned 
into Prince Charming. Then the doors of the prison opened and they 
went back to his kingdom. 


THE DOG AND THE SHADOW 
Retold by RosLyn (Age 9) 


A dog with a piece of meat in his mouth was crossing a brook. 
As he looked down into the clear smooth water, he saw his shadow 
there, and thought that it was another dog with a bigger piece of meat. 
So he dropped what he had and jumped down into the water to get 
the other piece. But he did not find another dog there, and the meat 
which he dropped sank to the bottom of the stream where he could 
not get it again. Thus by being so greedy he lost all that he had and 
was obliged to go without his dinner. 


If you will be my Valentine, 

My charming little Wee, 
Come, let me take your pretty hand, 
And let us go through all the land, 


Its many sights to see. 


But first, a Snow Man fair and plump, 
We pause a time to make; 
We round him off and smooth him nice, 
And leave him here upon the ice 
That covers all] the lake. 


And then with snowshoes firmly strapped 
Upon our tingling feet, 
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From field to field we travel swift 
And revel in white Winter's gift 
Of frost and snow and sleet. 


We hasten on until we meet 
Fair Spring upon the hills; 
She scatters light and song and grass, 
She glints in all the hours that pass, 
And laughs in all the rills. 


In her bright company we trip, 
Fresh marvels to explore. 
The birds are building round about, 
The shower falls, the sun comes out, 
Much clearer than before, 
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Oh! quickly runs our golden way 
Along the Year's smooth road, 

For here we are at Summer's gate 

Where many glowing treasures wait 
Within her warm abode. 


We rest at length in grateful shade; 
We drink of woodland spring; 
We walk in ferns that grow so high! 
We sweep up to the very sky, 

Upon the grapevine swing! 


Now fall the days of shorter suns, 
But tarry here awhile. 
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Of Autumn's gleaming pumpkins make 
The open eyes and friendly gape 
Of Jack-o-lantern smile. 


Thanksgiving morn we welcome next, 
And know beyond a doubt, 
That Christmas and glad New Year's Day 
Will speed us swiftly on our way 
To where we started out. 


If thus you travel forth to meet 
The Year's adventures, Wee, 
I'll take such happy care of you, 


That, come Saint Valentine's anew, 
You ll want to go with me. 
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ROYAL, SECRETARY 
Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 
Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 
Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no evil. 
Requirement for Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 
_ Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month before the 


date of issue. 
Pins—Twenty-five cents each. 


How time flies! Just a short time ago we were talking about Christ- 
mas. And now it is Valentine’s day. In a few months we will have spring 

again; then soon after,come the vacation days. The world travels rapidly 

along, bringing us nearer and nearer to womanhood and manhood. Each 

day should bring us some great lesson that would make us better prepared 

to help our fellow men along the paths of life. Each little kindness we do 

builds in us the spirit of kindness and brings to us kindness. Each thought 

of love brings to us love. Each thought of hate brings to us hate. 

Have you noticed how Wee Wisdom has grown lately? You re- 
member, we promised that if we could get enough subscribers to Wee Wis- 
dom, we could have more pages. Well in the last year the number of 
Wees has doubled, so that now you shall have forty pages as a reward 
for your efforts in getting new readers. Just another example of getting 
what you send forth. If we can get as many more readers next year, more 
improvements shall be made. 

The Unity Boosters are preparing for a big Valentine party. Fran 
is helping Betty to plan the decorations, and all the Boosters are cutting out 
paper hearts and making Valentines. We shall have the party in Unity 
Fellowship Hall, and will play children’s games and eat ice cream and will 
talk about the ideas that Valentine’s day stands for. You know of course 
that the Boosters always observe Valentine’s day because the chief idea 
back of that day is love. The Valentines we give are emblems of love, 
and we should try to give some little Valentine thought to every one near us. 
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Next month Fran will write you a letter, telling you all about the 
Booster Club here. 

Remember, if you get more readers for Wee Wisdom, the magazine 
will grow larger and have more room for the good things we all enjoy. 


So ask all your little friends to ask their papas and mammas to send for 
Wee Wisdom to visit them. ROYAL. 


‘ Seattle, Wash. 

Dear Boosters—I hope every one of you had a “Merry Christmas and 

a Happy New Year.” I did. I memorized the little poem, “In Christmas 

Tree Land,” and recited it at our Christmas school party. I would like to 

have some of the Wees write to me. Wee Wisdom has been very good to 

visit my home so often. My little baby nephew was sitting on the floor, 

when by accident my December Wee Wisdom fell on the floor beside him. 
He picked it up as if he were reading it. Your loving Booster, 


Mae Casperson. 
Plainfield, N. J. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—Thank you for you. I am going to tell you 
something for the Wees, and now it begins: Right beside my bed I see 
Jesus Christ and God and the angels, looking down at me. I do some good 
every day, and I have not had a cold for a year. Anyway, I think Jesus 


Christ and the angels and God are very, very, very, lovely, and that is the 
end of this letter. Emilie Parsons. 


»Brooklyn, N. Y. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I am starting a club. Helen Simpson is presi- 


dent, Mary Singer is secretary, and I am treasurer. We are the Brooklyn 
Boosters or the B. B’s. Isn’t it lovely to make other people happy? We 
are buying dolls and dressing them, to send them to the hospital. We are 
going to get girls to belong to our club and then they will send for Wee 
Wisdom. We are trying for Peter Pan caps. Mary and Helen want to 
have you visit them. ‘They have been reading your articles in my magazine. 
I sent a subscription to my cousin. Does it count as a point to a Peter Pan 
cap? [Yes.] With sis and hoping for your success, 


Ruth Louise Tirman. 


Minneapolis, Minn. 
Dear Royal—We Wees of the Minneapolis Unity Sunday School, 


711 West Lake St., wished Christmas night that all the Wees everywhere 
could have been at our Christmas party, to enjoy with us the pretty Christ- 
mas tree. Santa Claus’ daughter (didn’t you know Santa had a daughter? 
Why, of course, he has.) gave each one of us a lovely Christmas cooky. 
We also had a lovely treat of nuts, candy, and pop corn, put into the cutest 
little Christmas bell. Besides that, each one was presented with a big red 
apple. But the most beautiful thing of all was the true giving spirit mani- 
fested by the children, in bringing gifts in the form of eatables. When they 
were spread out on the table and the floor near by, the food was blessed by 
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Rex Morgan. When placed in baskets and given away, it made eight 
families know that we had in our hearts the real Christmas spirit. We feel 
that it is truly more blessed to give than it is to receive. Yours in the service 
of spreading the Truth, Winnie Morgan Malcolm. 
Tacoma, Wash. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I am sending the money that I got Christmas to 
you, for your traveling expenses, so that you can visit me for another year. 
I am sure I could not spend the money in a better way. I would not like to 
miss one single visit from you, dear good little friend. After I have read 
your stories I give them to a Sunday School teacher, and she reads the 
stories and lessons to her little folks, and they enjoy them very much. I 
would be glad to hear from some of the Wees and Boosters. With love 
from, Evelyn Bjorkman. 


Denison, T exas. 
Dear W ee Wisdom—lI just love you. You help me so much. | can- 
not tell you all the help you are to me. I do not want to do without you 
at all. I want to have the thought of prosperity and peace for my home. | 
have a stepson twelve years young, a son four years, another two years, 
and a daughter eight months that I want enrolled as Boosters; their names 


are William, Clarence, Samuel, and Lovelle. Yours lovingly, 
Carrie Wilson. 


Seattle, Wash. 
Dear Unity—I am very glad to receive Wee Wisdom. Everywhere 
I go I carry it with me. I wish I could go to your school right now. But I 
will come some time to see you and your school. I will also live as close 
as can be to your school, just like the little boy named Deane in the story, 
“‘Deane’s Travels.” I am going to take the Unity course with Mamma. 
Mamma loves Unity dearly; so do I. She says I can enroll as a member 
of the Booster Club. In your last letter you sent me a card which had four 
verses on it which I am learning. Yours truly, May Casperson. 
Fairview, Mo. 
Dear Wees—I wrote you a letter once, but I did not send it to you. 
I like the Young Authors’ Department the best in Wee Wisdom. [I like 
Wee Wisdom so well that I can read it through in one hour. I usually get 
the Puzzle Page right. I think Wee Wisdom helps me. I hope some other 
children in our town will take Wee Wisdom. If they would, we could 
start a Booster Club. I think I will try and get my dearest playmate to 
subscribe for Wee Wisdom. I want to be a Booster, and will some little 


boy or girl write tome? With love to all the Wees, 
Helen Louise Coffee. 


Fort Bragg, Calif. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I wouldn't like to see the Wees’ letters cut 
down. They are so sweet. Rather we readers should work to get more 
subscribers. A while ago there seemed to be a bright prospect for quite a 
little money coming to me, and in my mind I set aside a sum for subscrip- 
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tions to Wee Wisdom. The prospect faded, but the money will come some 
other way, soon, I hope. I had a story printed in St. Nicholas some time 
ago. I am sure the Wees would like it. It is true and tells of a wonderful 
experience of my childhood, when, to escape from the awful heat, the wild 
birds all took refuge in our house. Yours for Truth, 

Florence E. Hawson. 

William C. Prophett and Nellie K. Prophett, of 86 Bedford St., 

Bridgewater, Mass., joined the Booster Club this month; their sister Mable 
is a member who takes Wee Wisdom. They all wear the Booster pin, and 
they have a bank in which to save their pennies for Wee’s expenses. 

Marjorie Johnson, of Triller St., Bronte, Ont., in renewing her sub- 
scription for Wee Wisdom, tells of how she belongs to the Sunshine Circle, 
which is a club in their church, and also how the members have a class of 
their own in Sunday School. Marjorie likes Wee Wisdom “very much.” 

All days are sunshine days to Edna Lorraine Merrill, of Colusa, 
Calif., because every night she tells God, ““No matter what kind of a day 
tomorrow is, I am going to think sunshine.” Edna enjoys her friend Wee 
Wisdom very much. 

Dorothy C. Schoettle has sent us a story which she composed. It is 
a very well prepared story, but we cannot use it because it does not teach 
life. Try again, Dorothy, and turn your talents to the creation of a sketch 
that will tell us something about life as it should be lived in God’s beau- 
tiful world. 

Irene Hardester sent us a story which we cannot use because it tells 
about taking the life of animals. In the stories published by Wee Wisdom 
we wish our young readers to be taught lessons of kindness to all, and espe- 
cially the kindness which does not rob animals of their bodies. 

May Casperson, of Seattle, Wash., Gen. Del., writes that her brothers 
and sisters like Wee Wisdom as well as she does. Her favorite stories are, 
“The Little Gray House at the End of the Lane,” “Peter Pan,” and “The 
Promise Girl,” but she adds, “I also like all the other stories in Wee 
Wisdom.” 

Arta Mae Foredyce, of Asotin, Wash., Box 70, has just had a pres- 
ent from her mamma of a tiny book of the New Testament. In Wee Wis- 
dom, Arta likes especially ““The Promise Girl,” and “Peter Pan,” but she 
also likes very much the Booster letters. 

Floyd Jones, of Canton, S. Dak., Box 495, wants some of the boys 
who are Boosters to write to him. Floyd’s letter is to Royal, and he states 
that he likes the Puzzle Page and can work out many of the puzzles. He 
tells of being in a Thanksgiving play, and wishes Royal could help him to 
learn how to swing Indian clubs. 

Gertrude Starck, of Portland, Ore., 288 N. 20th St., thinks “The Wee 
Wisdom magazine is the best on the market.” She says she loves it very 
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much and she wants some Wees and Boosters to write her. She has just 
moved to Portland and so she writes, “Speak up, Wees and Boosters who 
live here, for I want to get acquainted with you.” 


Rose Draper and Esther Silverstein, of Denver, Colo., are forming the 
Sunshine Spreaders’ Booster Club. Rose lives at 1735 E. 32d Ave. 
Other Denver Wees or Boosters should write or telephone. 


Mable Ingram, of Grants Pass, Ore., Box 92, likes the Puzzle Page, 
The Bible Lessons, ““The Promise Girl,” and “Peter Pan,” the best of the 
Wee Wisdom articles. She tells of a novel plan that she and five little 
friends have. They live not far apart, but they meet half way between their 
different homes and play on the central playground. 


Chester L. Fox, of Eunice, Mo., tells of a small mountain back of his 
home on which are cut.one hundred and four steps up to a little house. He 
also tells of a spring that it dammed up and how the water is carried from 
there in a long flume to run a mill. Chester tells of his sister Clara, who is his 


twin, and his other sister, who plays the violin. He says they all enjoy 
Wee Wisdom. 


Will J. Hale, of State Normal School, Nashville, Tenn., tells of a 
delightful trip he had this summer with his grandmother. They visited St. 
Louis, Kansas City and Unity, Oklahoma, and Memphis. He is one of 
the new Boosters. 


Virginia Edna Platt, of 81 W. Eighth Ave., Columbus, Ohio, cer- 
tainly loves her mother for she has written a little verse about her for the 
Wees. It is: 

TO MY MOTHER 
You, too, my mother, read my rhymes, 
For love of unforgotten times, 
And you may chance to hear once more, 
The little feet along the floor. 


Jessie Robertson, of 234 15th St., Buffalo, N. Y., writes to Royal 
that she likes to read the poems and stories in Wee Wisdom, and that she 
thinks the Boosters make a very nice little club. Jessie joined the club this 
month. 

Louisville, Ky. 

Dearest Sunshine Scatterers—Just a few lines to let you Wees know 
how much sunshine you have scattered by writing tome. Also, please every 
one else write to me. God has given me the talent to recite, and I am culti- 
vating it. Very seldom does a week go by that I do not recite at some church 
or charity entertainment. Camp Taylor is just about a mile from Louis- 
ville, and, especially during the war, every week my mother and I gave 
entertainments and parties for the boys. Very often we gave two or three 
a week. It was wonderful work and appreciated greatly. Also, there 
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were a great many blue boys to write to and cheer up. Merry, merry 
Christmas and a happy New Year to you all. Yours till sugar is sour. 
Eleanor Huber. _ 

Catherine Huber, seven years old, of the same address, writes: “I 
have been getting you, dear Wee, for about a year, and I love you very 
much. I like the Magic Pillows best.” 

Minnie Corrigan, of Seattle, Wash., 714 N. 83d St., writes that the 
grown-ups are considering starting a Booster Club for the kiddies in the 
Unity Sunday School in that city, and she asks for suggestions. Here are 
a few: Have the club meet some week day. Have each member at each 
meeting report all the big things he or she has done during the week in 
helping to scatter kindness,—boosting. You know how easy it is to think 
you will live up to a club object and motto, and how hard it is to remember 
to do it unless each morning you fix it in your mind to act it out. The 
thought in each Booster’s mind that he must report on his acts will remind 
him to boost, boost, boost, until boosting becomes a habit. After each one 
has told his deeds, then have the members vote on the three best demon- 
strations and give a star to the winners. Att the end of each month, or 
longer time, a little love gift can be given the one who has accomplished 
the most for his Christ. Play should always be a part of every program 
for the kiddies, so have some games, or a hike, or a story, follow the reports. 


Then have apples, or pop corn, or nuts, for no time is complete for a child 
where there are no eats on hand. 


Gordon Fraser, of Minneapolis, Minn., 3447 16th Ave., S., writes in 
his first letter to Wee Wisdom that he wants to be a Booster, so he is a 
member of the Club. He likes best of the Wee Wisdom articles, “Peter 
Pan,” “Dean’s Travels,” “What Puck Told Peter,” and “How Jack 
Recovered His Whistle.” In the end he confessed, “The fact is I like all 
of them.” 
San Francisco, Calif. 
Dear Wees—I am so glad to feel myself one of you, as I have been 
for a year. I was a very little Wee when my grandmother gave me a 
subscription to Wee Wisdom. I was not quite a month old. I enjoy 
hearing Mother read the stories to me. Even though some people might 
think I do not understand them, I do, and I sit very, very still and listen 
to every word. Some day when I am a little older and can write myself, 
I will write you about it. Just now I’m trusting to Mother to know just 
what I would like to say, and I send my love to all the Wees. Mother has 
been telling me how Santa is the Spirit of Love. I am sure he is coming — 
here, for Mother and Daddy are so full of happiness and love that I feel 
he is right here now. With love, Robert Cordes, per Mother. 


East Charleston, Vt. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I am sixteen years of age, but I enjoy the mag- 
azine as much as if I were younger. There were seven of the Wees who 
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wrote to me last winter, but as I have been away at work this summer I 
have been too busy to write to them. I am not going to be so busy this 
winter, and I wish that any one, who wants to, would write to me. Am I 
the only one in Vermont who takes Wee Wisdom? I have a hundred dol- 
lars in the bank besides a number of things I bought for myself and my 
mother. I am going to try and get some of your splendid books and tracts 
to read. I am sending money for the Unity calendar, one of the mottoes, 
and the set of post cards. Of all the papers I have taken I am most satis- 
fied with you, Wee Wisdom. I am your true friend, Lena Wyman. 


Ruth Dyer of Saugus, Calif., Box 212, likes Wee Wisdom and the 
“Peter Pan” stories. Ruth is a Booster. 

Elizabeth M. Duckles, of Wilmette, IIl., R. 1, 1218 Wilmette Ave., 
is a seven-year-old who is a new Booster Club member. She promises to 
be a good Booster, too. Elizabeth says she likes Wee Wisdom very much. 
She has just learned the following lines: “The heart of Christmas is loving. 
The thought of Christmas is giving.” 

William Towne Caswell and Wallace Colby Caswell are twins who 
live in Warren, N. H., and they have joined the Booster Club. William 
writes: ““We went to a New Thought convention the other day and saw 
Elizabeth Towne. I wish I could smile like she does all the time. I try to. 
My second name is for William Towne. He must be a good man. Dad 
says if I am a good boy I will be a good man. I want to be.” Wallace 
writes: “Dad had a terrible pain the other night and cried. I cried be- 
cause he did. I don’t know why, but really I couldn’t help it. That night 
when we went to bed we kept saying and thinking real hard, ‘He has no 
place for pain or fear, For God is Love, and God is here.’ Next morning 
Dad was well, and we went to school very happy.” 


Robert A. McCaughtry, of Hammond, Ind., 531 Lyons St., writes 
that there are six boys ready to form a Booster Club because they like the 
motto of the organization. They are going to wear the pins and take Wee 
Wisdom. Robert is to be the secretary. 

Evelyn Fugate, of Kansas City, Mo., 4118 Garfield Ave., is a new 
member of the Booster Club and likes Wee Wisdom very much. 

Charles Kicker, of Overland, Mo., is also a new member of the 
Booster Club and requests that some of the Wees write to him. He thinks 
the stories and Bible Lessons are wonderful, and likes them the best of the 
articles in the magazine. He writes, “Hello to all the Wees.” 

Mabel Walz, of Brooklyn, N. Y., 375 Forest Ave., sends a Happy 
New Year greeting to all the Wees and promises to write oftener during 
the coming year. 

Rachael Paige, of South Hampton, N. H., writes that she is sorry 
not to have more of “The Little Gray House at the End of the Lane.” 
She likes, too, the Booster letters and to hear about what the Wees are 
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doing. Rachael joined the Booster Club this month and is ambitious to get 
up a club in her own town. 

Maggie Lee Shambly, of Rocky Mt., N. C., 210 Eastern Ave., 
writes that her mamma says that Wee Wisdom tells Maggie too many good 
things about the Lord for her not to get it for her little daughter. Maggie 
lives in the mountains and has not been to school very much and she has a 
quaint dear little way of expressing herself. She writes, “When last May 
went away the first Sunday, I had been baptized one year.” 


Michel Marculescu, of Berkeley, Calif., 3100 Colby St., tells of an 
interesting trip to the aéroplane grounds near his home. He says he always 
wants his aunty to read the “Peter Pan” story first, and then the Indian 
stories. He has an Indian suit and plays that he is Hiawatha. Michel is 
going to work for a Peter Pan cap. He says that he often stays alone and 
is not afraid because he asks God to bless him. The little prayer which he 
repeats he learned some years ago; it is: “God loves me, and I love you; 
that is the way that God shines through.” 

Florine Frazer, who lives in the little mountain town of Placerville, 
where gold was first discovered in California, wants to know if she has a 
twin among all the Wees. She was nine years old December 9. She 
writes she would love to get a letter from “her,” if there be such a one. 
Florine’s street number is 51 Main. She also writes, “I just love all the 
stories in Wee Wisdom. When I first get home from school, I read Wee 
Wisdom all through.” Florine is a new Booster and wears a pin. 

_ Rue Neireiter, of Fort Wayne, Ind., in her first letter to Wee Wisdom, 
says she enjoys “The Promise Girl” very much but that she especially likes 
the Bible Lessons. She always reads everything in the magazine and 
then she gives it to a little friend who cannot afford to take it. 

Shirley Darling, of 126 Thames St., Bristol, R. I., has joined the 
Booster Club. Shirley takes Wee Wisdom and likes it very much. 

Alexia, who lives in Greenville, Del., was “so excited over Christ- 
mas” she “didn’t know what to do.” And that is probably why she forgot 
to tell us her last name. Anyway, she loves us, for she told us so. 

Douglas Allen Langerfeld, of Woodhaven, N. Y., 11 Sterling St., 
having expressed the desire to become a Booster, is now a member of the 
Booster Club. Douglas wanted to know how to join; writing and express- 
ing the wish is all there is to it. After that one just boosts. 

Audrey Travis, of Northport, Wash., Box 204, who sent for ““Treas- 
ure Box,” shows that she is observing and thoughtful, for although she 
wrote her name very plainly she also printed it, as we have requested that 
each one who writes us should do. She was in a Christmas play given by 
her school. 

Margaret Wilson, of New York, N. Y., 742 Nicholas Ave., is now 


a Booster and wants some of the club members to write her. 
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JIMMY'S ABSENT GUEST 


Jimmy sat listening to his father and mother as they talked about 
the hungry, cold and ragged little children of Europe, the helpless 
victims of war’s cruelty. For two years Jimmy had been an enthusi- 
astic member of the Junior Red Cross and he knew a great deal about 
those very children who had aroused the sympathy of his parents, for 
the school children of America have been busy in many ways providing 
food, clothing and happiness for their little friends beyond the Atlantic. 

Jimmy thought hard over what his mother had said about it being 
their duty to do something for the 3,500,000 children in Europe who 
face starvation. And then came his big idea! He was bubbling over 
with it at dinner time, and they were scarcely seated at the table when 
he launched into the subject. 

“‘Let’s have one of the children here for dinner,” he said. 

“What children?” asked his mother in surprise. 

““Why, one of the starving children of Europe,”’ answered Jimmy. 
“Don’t you remember? One of the children you and Daddy were 
talking about a little while ago.” 

**Just what do you mean, Son?” asked his father. 

“Well, it’s this way,” answered Jimmy. “Suppose you say, 
Daddy, that you would like to have as a guest at our table a little child 
like me, but who is not going to have enough to eat this winter unless 
we take him into our home. Of course, he won’t really sit here beside 
me, but you can give some money to the Relief Committee to be put 
with the dollars others will give to be used to buy food for the hungry 
children. Then we can pretend that our little child is sitting at the 
table with us every day until the next harvest provides the food now so 
badly needed. Won't you do it, Daddy >” 

Jimmy’s father and mother, exchanging swift glances, nodded 
assent and then and there his daddy agreed that the plan pictured by 
the boy’s imagination should be put into effect. Inquiry revealed that 
one dollar would provide food for a starving child in Central Europe 
for one month, while ten dollars would keep hunger away until next 
summer. 

There is a vacant chair beside Jimmy’s at the table each day, and 
he eats his dinner in comfort, for he knows that their little absent guest 
is no longer in danger from starvation—American Red Cross 
(Juvenile). 

[Jimmy can help the other little children whom he could not invite to his 
table, by saying this grace for them at each meal: ‘‘Dear heavenly Father, we 
thank thee that thy good feeds every child, the whole world over. Amen.” 
—EbiTor.] 
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The danced ina Glillerins, chain, 
sang this song. “Let love Temain!” 
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Lesson 9, FEBRUARY 27, 1921. 
REWARDS OF FAITHFULNESS.—Matthew 25:13-40. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Well done, good and faithful servant: thou hast 
been faithful over a few things, I will set thee over many things—Matthew 


The talents in today’s lesson represent the gifts which the Father has 
bestowed upon us. Every one has received gifts, and each has the ability 
to use them. Have you ever observed a boy or a girl who seemed to be 
particularly kind and gentle and thoughtful and intelligent> Such are the 
“five talent” people, and like the man in our lesson, they are constantly 
using their talents and so they are increasing them. Another point in our 
lesson is that the men who increased their talents did not use them for their 
own private advantage. The Lord did not praise them for the amount 
returned, but for their fidelity. If the man with one talent had returned only 
two, he would have received the same blessing which was bestowed on the 
other servants. But since the man did not use his one talent, it was taken 
from him and given to the man who had the most talents. If we use our 
talents of love and kindness, we receive love and kindness in return, but if 
we do not scatter these blessings, then we do not receive their increase, and 
we must face the Lord with only the talents which were first given us. 


Questions for the Children to Answer 
Name some talents which have been given you and tell how you are 
using them. 
What is our reward, if we are faithful in the use of our talents? We 
are given more to use and multiply. 
Is there any one who has not received some talents from the Lord? 
No. Each has received enough with which to do something. 
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HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—Z use my talents in love 
for Christ, and my joy is full. 


Lesson 10, Marcu 6, 1921. 
JESUS AMONG HIS FRIENDS.—Matthew 26:1-13. 


GoLDEN TExT—She hath done what she could—Mark 14:8. 


This is such a wonderful lesson on love! You all know the story of 
how Jesus came to the little village of Bethany and met with many people. 
Among those present there was not one other who brought him such joy 
as did Mary. She had listened to him, believed him, and loved him. She 
had saved fifty-one dollars (her whole treasure), and with this money she 
purchased a cruse of oil with which to anoint Jesus when the proper time 
came. She did not stop to calculate the cost nor to remember that this was 
all she had. Love never calculates. When Judas discovered her act, he 
criticized her harshly, and immediately the disciples took up the criticism 
and were indignant at Mary. Judas could not understand Mary’s act, 
because it was done in love; just at that time he was plotting against the 
life of Jesus, and he had not love in his heart. However, Mary did her 
act of love for Jesus, and the Master understood and praised her highly 
for it, and made a wonderful prophecy concerning her, and it has been 
literally fulfilled. ““Wheresoever this gospel shall be preached in the whole 
world, that also which this woman hath done shall be spoken of for a 
memorial of her.” Consider the difference between Mary’s act of love 
and Judas’ act of greed in betraying his Lord for the small sum of five 
dollars and ten cents! 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

Tell the story of this lesson and interpret it. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—With the help of Infinite 
Love I will do what I can. 


Lesson 11, Marcu 13, 1921. 
THE LORD’S SUPPER.—Matthew 26:14-30. 

GoLDEN TEXT—! eat and drink to the glory of God. 

On a certain evening, many, many years ago, Jesus and his disciples 
were gathered together in an upper room in a house in Jerusalem, and they 
were eating. Jesus gave proof of his power to look into the minds and 
hearts of his disciples when he told them that one of them would betray. 
him. He has still the same insight, and sees and knows our innermost 
thoughts and intentions. Jesus practically announced Judas’ guilt, but 
Judas was unshaken in his determination to betray the Master. Then 
Jesus gave his disciples bread and wine, which he said represented his 
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body and his blood, and he told the disciples to eat and drink. Each 
church observes the Lord’s Supper according to its interpretation of our 
Lord’s meaning. We observe this ceremony, when, in the silence, we af- 
firm spiritual substance and life. Thoughts are things, and as we meditate 
upon substance and life, we build them into our bodies. We should also 
remember, as we eat and drink, that the thoughts that we are holding 
in our minds are being built into our bodies. So we should eat in a joyful, 
happy, thankful frame of mind. 


Questions for the Children to Answer 

Where do we find Judas in ourselves? In any thought which kills 
that desire within us to do right, and which leads us to do that which we 
should not do. 

Tell how you observe the Lord’s Supper > 

Why should we avoid negative thinking and speaking while we are 
eating? Because while we eat we are also appropriating ideas, and these 
should always be constructive. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssON—I am filled with the 
nourishing Substance and Life of Jesus Christ. 


Lesson 12, Marcu 20, 1921. 
JESUS ON THE CROSS.—Matthew 27 :33-50. 
GoLDEN TEXT—God’s unfailing love meets our every need. 


We will not need to repeat the story of the crucifixion of Jesus, for it 
is well known. But let us consider what it means to us today. We think it 
was very cruel for those in authority to make Jesus suffer upon the cross, 
yet, I wonder if we are always more thoughtful than the rulers of those 
days. How often do we crucify him for fear of what some playmate or 
friend might think of us? As often as we fail to believe and rejoice in the 
wonderful life and love and truth of Spirit manifest in us, we are crucifying 
our Lord. Whenever we fail to extend a helping hand to our fellow man, 
or pass by an opportunity for loving service, we are crucifying him. Jesus 
asked for a drink of water, and he was given vinegar. He asks us now for 
love and obedience, and he receives—what? A remarkable thing occurred 
while Jesus was on the cross. It grew dark and day was turned into night. 
Doesn’t it always grow dark with us when we have crucified our Lord? 
Do we not miss that inner light of peace and love which shines so brightly 


when we glorify God? 


Questions for the Children to Answer 
Make a story of the lesson, and tell what the crucifixion means to you. 
HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsSON—/ am thankful for the 
love of God, given to me through Jesus Christ. 
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1. It is said that the following letters are inscribed on a stone tablet, 
above the ten commandments, in a country church in England. They 
are deciphered by using only one letter. 


PRSVARYPRECT MN, 
PI PTS T 


SUBTRACTION 
What is one half of 8888? 


SOLUTIONS TO JANUARY PUZZLES 


A million little diamonds 
Twinkled in the trees, 

And all the little maidens said: 
“A jewel, if you please.” 

While they held their hands outstretched 
To catch the diamonds gay, 

A million little sunbeams came, 

And stole them all away. 


CONUNDRUMS 
A road. 


A lame dog is a slow pup; a slope up is an inclined plane; an 
ink-lined plane is a blotting pad. 
Smiles, because there is a “‘mile’”’ between the first and last letters. 


THE LOVABLE GIRL 


Happy as a robin, 
Gentle as a dove— 
That’s the kind of little girl 


Every one will love. .—Emilie Poulsson. 


35 
| 


* Little white snowdrop, jus! wakinc up, 

Violel, daisy. and sweet bullercup; 

Think he that are under the snow, 
4 Woiling to grow! 


And think what hosts of queer lilfle seeds, 

" Of flowers and mosses, of ferns and d weeds, 
=| J Are under the leaves and under the snow, 

Wailing lo _grow! 


Think of the roots ready fo 1, 
Under the ice and leaves and the snow, 


r 


WAITING TO 
| 
Waiting to grow! 


Only a month, or a few weeks more, 

Wil they have lo wait behind thal door; 

Lislen and watch and wail below, 
Wailins, lo grow! 


Nothing, so small, and hidden so well, 
That God will nol find if and presently lel 
His sun where fo shine and his rain ‘where 
Helping them grow! 
~Jclected- 
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THE VALENTINE PUDDING 


‘Mother, I want to write a story, and any won't come.” Betty 
Ann turned a plaintive little face toward her mother. 

“Well, suppose you write about kitty-cat, and how cunning she 
looks when she plays.” 

“Oh! but Mother, that’s not a story. That’s a really, and any- 
way, | want to write a Valentine story.” 

““Come out into the kitchen, Betty Ann, and we can talk it over 
while Mother makes a pudding.” 

So Mother began collecting the things for a pudding, while Betty 
Ann sat across the table from her with her pencil in her hand and her 
tablet before her, in a very businesslike manner. 

“Do you know, Betty dear, I believe I’ll make this a Valentine 
pudding, and put in all sorts of good things for my loved ones.” 

“T never heard of a Valentine pudding,” said Betty dubiously. 
“Neither did confessed Mother, “but I think it could be 

one. 

“T am starting my pudding with bread crumbs, softened in water. 
That means life—God’s pure life—not a bad foundation for a Valen- 
tine, is it? Then the shortening is the oil of gladness. We surely 
want our Valentine to carry joy. The nuts and raisins are symbols of 
plenty, and what do you suppose the nice rich molasses stands for?” 

Betty Ann shook her curls in a puzzled way. “I don’t just know, 
but it must be something sweet.” 

“Of course, and it is the very most important ingredient of a 
Valentine pudding. (Ingredients, Betty Ann, are the things that go 
to make up the pudding.) Why, it wouldn’t be a Valentine pudding 
at all without the molasses, for that says, ‘I love you.” There couldn’t 
be much of a Valentine without love, could there?” 


“Oh! I know what it says, Mother. It says, 
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The rose is red, 
The violet is blue, 

Molasses is sweet 
And so are you,” 


and Betty Ann gleefully clapped her hands on the table. 

“‘Perhaps it does,” smiled Mother. 

“‘Now here come the cinnamon, nutmeg, and cloves. They are 
the smiles, the little jokes, and the pleasant surprises that make the spice 
of life. You know, Betty Ann, how thrilly you feel when you find 
your first violet in the spring, or when Marjorie comes over to play 
when you hadn’t expected her? Those things are the cinnamon and 
cloves that make life interesting. So let’s put just enough of them into 
our pudding so as not to spoil it. Next, we will put the pudding into 
this bag and steam it, so that all the good things will blend together. 

“Tt will come out-round like the earth, Betty Ann. We might 
play that we had filled the world with life and love and joy, as a 
valentine for Daddy. 

“Tt is all complete now except the sauce. I am going to color 
that pink with cherry juice, for pink is love’s color, and when we have 
poured the sauce over the pudding, we will have filled the world in- 
side and out with love. Won’t Daddy be pleased when he sees it?” 

““Yes, and when he tastes it, too,” agreed Betty Ann, smacking 
her lips. 

“If I were you, dear, I should write the story of our pudding; 
then you will have a Valentine story that is a really. That is a splen- 
did combination,” finished Mother. But Betty Ann was scribbling so 
fast, I doubt if she heard. 


THE CITY OF TRUTH 


One of the prophets speaks of a time when Jerusalem “‘shall be 
called The city of truth.” He gives us a word picture of the happy 
conditions to be found there, and the beautiful portion of the picture is 
in that part which says, “and the streets of the city shall be full of boys. 
and girls playing in the streets thereof.” 

There could be no “city of truth” without the boys and the girls 
were there, for where ‘truth is, there also are the children. Nor could 
it properly be called a “‘city of truth” unless, also, the children were 
happy, so happy that they may at any time be seen “playing in the 
streets thereof.”—EDiTor. 
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HOW TO BE HAPPY 
a. Are you all out of sorts, 
mee My dear little man? 
. I will tell you a wonderful trick 
i That will make you real happy, 


If anything can— 
Do something for somebody, quick! 
Though it rains all the day, 


My dear little man, 
And the clouds are forbidding and thick, 


Ee You can make the sun shine 

- In your soul, little man— 

ae Do something for somebody, quick! 

—Selected. 


THE WEE WISDOM YEAR BOOK 
During last year, Wee Wis- 


dom contained a large number of 
pictures, poems and stories 
which delighted you children. 
But, perhaps, you gave away 
your copies o ee Wisdom 
which had some of the best pic- 
tures and stories in them. Or, 
maybe some of your Wee Wis- 
doms got lost or mislaid. 

You will get lonesome for Bug- 
a-Boo-Bill, Prince Happyhop, 
Bill-a-Boo-Bug, and the rest of 
- your interesting friends, whose 
characters and doings made Wee Wisdom such a treat 
to you all last year. So, if you don't want to part com- 
pany with these new friends, you must have these pic- 
tured poems right with you, where you can read them 
over and over, or have them read to you. 

Then, call Mother's or Father's or Auntie's atten- 
tion to the “Wee Wisdom Year Book,” and one of them 
will get it for you. It is the same size as “Wee Wis- 
dom's Way,” and has the dearest picture, of a little boy 
riding horseback, on the cover. Price, $1.00. 
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By Blanche 
I have a secret all my own: 
ey say that flowers bloom in June, 
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nd that I'm cold and dull and gray; 
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